h hreatij  she  look  .'eeim-.J  to  echo  in  the  room.  C.'orKeiuniiim;  only  i.m  forcing  air  in  and’ out  of  Ircr 
g-s,  Sibiin  .sat  w iili  her  exes  closed  on  die  flonii  hedspreaJ  in  her  room.  The'  spread  covere*cl  e'verxthmg 
epr  rhe  antique  l•'e'J  frame  and  pKrnre.s  ot  tainilv  hung  on  everx  avail.ihle*  xxall  space.  Sunlight 
ameJ  through  rlie  windove  .mio  lier  face,  evenruall\  forcing  her  to  loren  te'  her  oxxn  thoughts,  rnrher 

n ax'oiding  tluMii  as  -.he  had  been  tn  ing  to  vio.  Wliai  am  i gi'^ing  ro  .,k).'  I can’t  .aftoid  rhi'.  VvTere  will 

ifc- 

money  come  from'  W hat  uill  I tell  ni\  children.’  How  will  I expl.ain  thi.'  to  my  granJcluIJren.’ 

* ♦ 

aiigliL',  worries,  and  viue-.'-tion.'  I'hirleJ  through  her  inmd  wtthour  mercy.  Suddenly  she  fell  it,  th.it 
sence  heside  her  th.it  had  eome  with  le.^s  lieeiutney  lateh',  hur  that  ^llll  felt  so  tanuVar  “1  c.m  almost 
ir  your  thoughts,  Nix  He.xn  " he  sai.i  ge-ntiv  ‘‘VC'hai  has  you  iliinking  su  hard.'”  Tlic  sound  e>f  hrs  x-oict 
.le  her  smile,  and  the  familial  endc.irmenr  comfone,l  her.  She  could  almost  pierure  him  sirring  next 
■r,  his  icatuies  tilted  tovx.ird  rht  vx  iiivlovx,  his  fact  seeming  tvi  gloxx  from  rhe  sunlight  .-hining  through" 
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■r  ]■  '^u^ -ri  ' , . • ■ •'■v.i.'  •'■i  !:i>'  i!  .i  i!  isi  litT  i w in  1 lie 

rcii  t f. in;^  Ill  n..  e i;.ni’.'.  ,::i  i ;-ic(u!i'-  >1  iiijii'j:  n fWT^  :o’;;;lriI’ic' 

' 

•'?yr!ii'hi  .'■rri'jiiu\i  lim-  i.li  ;!u.  !■  iii.J-'is  .iilvi  lu_r  cv  cnru.-li  v loan’.;,’  Km  io  Itsfon 
•{  oUI'i  rh«'iif;Krs,  !•  Itlu-'l'  th  m .1.0)  liriL  iKi'in  'Hs  >1i.:  I;:u!  Kei'ii  Tin  inn  t<)  vlo.'  Whilt  :un  I JiOUin 

>?■  I...1UI  iifi  r.ii  lin^  '.Xln  .i  i| i ; j-|. • jij,  .111- V i . .nit  lioni 'Ot  h:ii  will  i leli  ni\  o!nl.,!ri'n,' -Hins 

1 ' 

! iKi'  i.i  ii",>  n|,.rui.,  i.|iji-t.i  ' riii.iin.il-.,  nru!  .jnt’-i  n nv.'  viKnl'jii  ihrouLlii  tier 

/ 

( vVirhotit  inoc',.  t iiJi!fri!i  .-In:  ti'ii  ii,  i.h.it  irt-mitf  her  ih.H  had  eoine  uith  U•^.s 

I-  . . _ 

itncv  lnre'l\,  hill  tiwi  .-riU  1elj/^o  t.iiniliar.  "1  e.m  .ilim'si  hear  your  ihourjlii-..  M\  Heart."  he 
lienrly,  "What  ha's  yiui  rKinluny  mi  hard?"  The  '.oimi.l  cd  lii'-  voice  made  her  smile,  and  tlie 
liar  endearment  o iinlorred  her.  islie  could  almoNt  picture  him  siitiiiji  next  to  her.  Iris  feature? 
} row.irti  rhe  wirido'v.  his  face  seeruint!  ro>i!li'T\-  troin  rhe,?unlialn  >himMe  ihrmiy’h  it.  ThesVin 
;.e''innin*j  to  set.  ‘’I  ' e been  tormalh-  diacno'-ed.  The  i.mcer  is  worse  titan  they  originally 
frh'r.  !»■'  \ ituiaih  wntre.itahle  because  it  i.s  so  far  alont;;  they  aive  me  a iiionih.  Anythin|j  they 
illo'ftb  I'if';  me  a little  more  time  Ch.rrhe,  I'm  dvinje."  She  said  wiili  le.us  in  her  eyes. 


Scop  (skop)  OE  Scop  or  scoop 

<OHG  scoph,  scof 

(poetry,  fiction,  sport,  jest) 

An  Oid  Engiish  poet  or  minstrel 

In  northern  Europe  (Germanic  or 
Teutonic  territories),  a type  of 
performer  the  scop  flourished  from 
the  fifth  to  the  seventh  of  eight 
centuries.  The  first  use  of  this  word 
ocurs  in  Bewulf  c.  496  A.D.  where  it 
refers  to  wandering  minstrels  who 
provided  entertainment  at  King 
Hrothgar’s  Meadhall,  Heorat.  King 
Alfred,  in  his  translation  of  Boetheus, 
refers  to  “Omerus,  se  gode  sceop” 
(Homer,  the  good  poet)  C.888A.D. 

The  scop  was  a singer  and  teller  of 
tales  about  the  deeds  of  Teutonic 
heroes.  As  the  principal  preserver  of 
the  tribe’s  history  and  chronology, 
the  scop  was  prized  and  awarded  a 


place  of  honor  in  society.  The  songs 
and  stories  were  major  features  of 
feasts  and  other  great  occasions. 
After  the  Teutonic  tribes  were 
converted  to  Christianity  during  the 
seventh  and  eighth  centuries, 
however,  the  scop  was  denounced 
by  the  church.  From  the  eighth 
century  on,  the  once  honored  scop 
was  classed  with  mimes  and  iike 
them  was  branded  infamous.  The 
term  was  used  into  the  nineteenth 
century,  but  has  become  obsolete  in 
the  present  day  English.  We  revive 
the  term  as  our  title  because  it 
refers  to  the  creator  of  literature 
and  the  teller  of  those  tales. 
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Cool  Place 

Julian  Jackson 

scop  poetry  award 

Sweet  place 

A cool  place 

Blue  swirls  into  black 

The  picture  gets  clearer  as  the  smoke 

disipates 

1 rub  my  eyes,  seeing  the  faint  blue  light  in  the 

darkness 

10:15 

Seems  like  these  cats  been  playin’  the  same  songs 
for  the  last  hour 

This  cat  bumped  into  me  rubbing  off  his  cologne 
He  didn’t  just  spray  it,  on  he  took  a shower 
1 like  these  songs 
They’re  so  sweet 

Feet  tapping  in  this  smoke  tilled  room 
1 settle  back  in  my  corner  booth 


I will  let  this  music  run  through  me 

Man,  1 wish  some  of  these  other  cats  would  stop 

actin’  so  stuck-up 

Fake  smiles,  tight  glances,  like  the  suits  and 
dresses  they  wear 

Finally,  the  piano  breaks  through  all  this  nonsense 

Ramsey  Lewis,  my  favorite 

I’m  just  gonna  leave  this  negativity 

outside,  makin’  me  too  tense 

The  lights  start  to  turn  red 

It’s  been  a ktng  day,  just  stay  cool 

Sometimes  the  coolest  places  got  a little  tire  in 

them. 

This  is  where  tire  meets  ice. 

Causing  the  best  time  of  your  life. 
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Sunset 

Kathryn  Wise 


Each  breath  she  took  seemed  to  echo  in  the  room. 
Concentrating  only  on  forcing  air  in  and  out  of  her 
lungs,  Susan  sat  with  her  eyes  closed  on  the  floral 
bedspread  in  her  room.  The  spread  covered  every- 
thing  except  the  antique  bed  frame  and  pictures  of 
family  hung  on  every  available  wall  space. 
Sunlight  streamed  through  the  window  onto  her 
face,  eventually  forcing  her  to  listen  to  her  ctwn 
thoughts,  rather  than  avoiding  them  as  she  had 
been  trying  to  do. 

What  am  I going  to  do.^  1 can’t  affcrrd  this.  Where 
will  the  money  come  from?  What  will  1 tell  my 
children?  How'  will  1 explain  this  to  my  grandchil- 
dren? 

Thoughts,  w'orries,  and  questions  whirled  through 
her  mind  without  mercy.  Suddenly  she  felt  it,  that 
presence  beside  her  that  had  come  w'ith  less  fre- 
quency lately,  but  that  still  felt  so  familiar. 

“1  can  almost  hear  your  thoughts.  My  Heart.”  he 
said  gently,  “What  has  yoti  thinking  so  hard?” 

The  sound  of  his  voice  made  her  smile,  and  the 
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familiar  endearment  comforted  her.  She  could 
almost  picture  him  sitting  next  to  her,  his  features 
tilted  toward  the  window,  his  face  seeming  to  glow 
from  the  sunlight  shining  through  it.  The  sun  was 
beginning  to  set. 

“I’ve  been  formally  diagnosed.  The  cancer  is 
worse  than  they  originally  thought.  It’s  virtually 
untreatable  because  it  is  so  far  along;  they  give  me 
a month.  Anything  they  do  will  only  give  me  a lit- 
tle more  time.  Charlie,  I’m  dying.”  She  said  with 
tears  in  her  eyes. 

“You  already  knew  that,  you’ve  known  for  quite 
sometime  now.  You  recognized  the  signs  because  I 
had  them,  but  you  chose  to  ignore  them.” 

“1  thought  it  was  something  else,”  she  protest- 
ed, “I  thought  1 was  just  relating  what  was  hap- 
pening to  me  hack  to  you,  not  that  I was  going 
through  the  same.” 

“No  Suzy,  you  knew,  deep  in  your  heart,  you 
knew.  You  made  a choice  to  wait  and  now  you 
have  to  accept  the  consequences.” 

She  thought  for  a moment  then  asked,  “What 
will  I tell  our  kids?” 

“They’re  not  kids  anymore,  they’re  grown  and 
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have  children  of  their  own,”  he  said  gently,  “and  as 
for  what  to  tell  them,  do  what  you  have  always 
done.  Tell  them  the  truth,  they  can  deal  with  it, 
and  they  will  help  you  to  deal  with  all  that’s  going 
to  come.” 

“How  are  our  grandchildren  going  to  deal  with 
it  then?”  she  said  demandingly.  “How  can  1 tell 
children  so  young  I’m  dying?” 

“You’ll  tell  them  the  same  way  you  told  them 
about  death  before,  that  you  will  be  going  away  to 
be  with  God  and  you  won’t  be  coming  back,  but 
that  you’ll  always  be  with  them  and  they  will  see 
you  again  someday.”  He  stated  factually. 

She  sat  in  silence  for  a few  moments.  Then  a 
wry  smile  pulled  at  her  mouth.  “You  always  did 
think  you  had  all  the  answers.” 

He  responded  as  he  always  had  to  their  private 
joke.  “I  do  hav'e  all  the  answers,  you  just  never 
believe  me  when  1 tell  you  that.” 

“1  don’t  know  what  I am  going  to  do,  how  to 
deal  with  all  of  this,”  she  said,  turning  to  serious 
matters  again.  “I  can  barely  afford  the  treatment 
they  want  to  give  me,  and  I’m  not  really  sure  I want 
it.  1 know  that  what  I have  is  terminal  and  I’d  like 
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to  go  the  way  1 am  now.  The  medicine  would  make 
me  so  sick  that,  regardless  of  how  much  extra  time 
it  gave  me,  I wouldn’t  really  he  able  to  live  what’s 
left  of  my  life.”  There  was  a question  in  her  voice 
as  she  spoke. 

In  her  mind’s  eye  he  looked  into  her  eyes  and 
said  very  seriously,  “This  will  have  to  be  your 
choice.  My  Heart,  not  one  1 make  for  you.” 

Making  her  decision  she  told  him,  “1  don’t  want 
the  treatments  then.  I don’t  want  to  die  in  a hos- 
pital either.”  She  paused  as  she  pictured  the  scene. 
“1  want  to  die  here,  in  our  house,  with  my  family 
near  me.” 

“If  that’s  what  you  want  you  had  better  tell  the 
kids.  They  need  to  understand  why  you  want  to 
stay  here  and  not  be  treated,  otherwise  they  will 
take  you  to  a hospital  to  try  and  keep  you  alive 
when  the  time  comes.” 

“I’ll  make  sure  and  tell  them.”  She  said.  Then 
as  her  sense  of  humor  returned  she  joked,  “1 
thought  you  just  told  me  that  our  kids  weren’t  kids 
anymore  but  adidts  with  kids  of  their  own.” 

“A  mere  slip  of  the  tongue,  1 assure  you.”  He 
smiled  at  her. 
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The  light  from  the  sun  was  rapidly  fading  as 
It  slowly  sank  below  the  line  of  the  horizon. 

“It’s  almost  time  for  me  to  go.”  he  said  to  her 
with  a hint  of  sadness  in  his  voice. 

“1  know,  hut  I’ve  missed  you  so  much.  Will 
1 see  you  again  soon?” 

“1  promise  you,  My  Heart,  the  next  time  we 
see  each  other  we  will  never  he  apart  again.” 

She  thought  she  heard  his  clothes  rustle  as, 
in  her  mind,  he  stood  and  leaned  toward  her. 
She  felt  a touch,  like  a feather  on  her  forehead. 
When  her  eyes  opened,  she  was  alone.  The 
room  looked  the  same;  everything  as  it  had 
been  before.  Looking  next  to  her  she  thought 
perhaps  there  was  a slight  wrinkle  in  the  bed- 
spread, as  though  someone  had  just  been  sitting 
there,  hut  it  might  have  just  been  a shadow. 
Her  mind  calm  at  last,  she  stood  and  walked 
down  the  stairs  to  begin  making  phone  calls. 
The  sun  had  set,  hut  a few  rays  of  light  could 
still  he  seen. 
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Vanilla  Sun 

Julian  Jackson 


Vanilla  Sunshine 

Warmth  of  the  morning  drips  off  the  petals 
Daylight  fills  the  air,  fingertips  tickle  their  hacks 
All  this  stops  with  one  soft  peck  on  the  cheek 
Spending  Sunday  morning  in  each  other’s  arms 
With  a smile  and  whisper,  “This  is  the  way  1 want 
to  begin  my  week.” 

This  moment  makes  the  sun  shine  brighter 

Their  hearts  race 

The  scent  of  vanilla  rises 

It  rolls  over  their  bodies  amidst  the  sun’s 

rays 

Mixing  to  form  their  love 


Tastes  sweet 


My  Moon 

Rhianna  Hatfield 

^ I write  (tf  him  in  the  morning 
When  my  head  is  clear  of  all 
But  his  leaving. 

1 write  on  blue  paper 
Of  his  daily  habits; 

1 Wetting  his  hair 

Dressing-pants  then  shirt 
||  Brushing  my  foot  as  he  goes. 

jThis  morning  in  darkness 
„ He  cradled  me. 


My  moon 

Unable  to  go  without 
The  day’s  goodbyes. 


Perceptions 

Sarah  Alarabi 

You  see  an  exotic  girl.  1 see  my  grandmother’s 
Egyptian  looks.  You  see  stubbornness.  I see  my 
father’s  determination.  You  see  inexplicable 
patience.  1 see  my  Egyptian  mother’s  father’s  gift 
of  understanding.  You  see  that  I am  too  cold  to 
be  slowed  down.  I see  the  perseverance  my 
Libyan  father’s  father  gained  by  living  through 
the  Italian  cohmization,  the  monarchy,  and  the 
dictatorship.  You  see  a sweet  and  timid  girl.  I see 
my  mother’s  patient  fire  in  me.  You  see  a girl  who 
praises  “Allah.”  1 see  that  1 praise  Allah,  the 
Arabic  word  for  God.  You  see  an  exotic  girl.  1 
see  an  intricately  woven  tribute  to  my  ancestors’ 
charms,  their  strengths  revisited  and  carried 
onward  through  me. 
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Pause 

Tyler  Fox 

Constant  shuffling.  Almost  a grind. 
Somewhere  near  that.  Invincible  steel  belt  and  a 
grindling  shuffle.  Repeat.  Repeat.  It’s  rhythm 
almost  rocking  a lullaby  to  daze  in.  Persevering 
proves  fruitful  with  light  adding  more  shape  to  the 
image.  Almost  in  focus  hut  shaky  with  repetition. 
Images  land  still  for  longer  and  longer  on  the  hack 
eye  socket  wall  until  1 make  out  shapes  that  seem 
to  form  familiar  ideas  in  these  looping  messages. 
The  repeating  begins  to  make  sense  when  con- 
nected  to  the  coeled  movement. 

Two  paces  left.  Pause.  Two  paces  left.  Pause. 
Two  paces  and  the  machine  is  horn  of  new  clarity. 
The  pound  repeat  starts  the  thread  in  thought  that 
whispers  in  ear:  The  Machine. 

Pound  repeat  put  upon  that  which  shuffles 
below  it.  No  chemical  reaction.  Simple  pounding. 
Yet  difficult  to  figure  it’s  purpose. 

Small  electrical  storms  in  front  upper  half  of 
brain  speed  reflex  among  the  masses  to  convulse. 
Thought  it  reads  foggy  from  within,  there  feels  no 
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surface  reaction  to  the  convulse  order.  Stagnant  ■ 
without  circulating  oxygen  into  movement  and  ti 
breathing.  Panic.  Again.  But  it  has  no  difference  ^ 
in  anger  and  fear  in  twitchiiag.  It  of  the  novacane  ^ 
goiae  seven  tissues  too  deep  and  tapped  upon  to 
live  in.  Somewhere  in  this  confusion  it  is  gaining  ^ 
depth  in  field  of  vision  vs.  sound  vs.  impulse.  t; 
Nothing.  No  control  in  the  matter.  No  knowledge 
of  beyond  it. 

Silent  again.  Not  for  sanity  hut  for  patience. 
Agree  to  unfold.  Omniscience  is  afforded  in  odd 
manner.  Maintaining  no  sense  hut  a muted  box,  it 
seems  euphoric  in  a way  that  suggests  euphoria 
never  existed.  Rather  melted  into  an  amalgam  of 
substance  and  darkness.  The  view  obscured  by 
boxes  innumerable  stack  upon  stack  grates  in  repe- 
tition  as  before.  But  unlike  before  there  lay  no  hot- 
tom  for  a top  to  he  brought  upon,  a reaction  minus 
action. 

Loud.  Pounding.  Shuffling  in  two  pace  coding. 

A fragile  moment  wrecked  as  any,  yet  stillness 
provides  unease  in  the  darkness.  Laying  in  motion 
without  the  stimulus  of  movement.  The  reverb 
confuses,  leaving  the  barings  and  balance  behind 


► 

^ in  favor  of  steady  movement  beyond  control. 
) Resistance  gives  to  calmer  and  calmer  readings. 
I Shadows  are  as  clear  as  their  physical  counterparts. 
The  purpose  of  new  depth. 

^ The  repeat.  The  pound.  Clarified.  Magnified 
I against  a seconds’  worth  of  computing,  it  becomes 
a unified  signal.  Metal  arm.  Silver  grating  along 
long  tubes.  4.  Wire  extends  to  box.  Box  to  con- 
nector. Connector  to  source.  Animate  to  repeat. 
Arm  shifts  down.  Coil.  Recoil.  Sharp  tin  shrill  to 
the  repeat  of  low  end  booming. 

Now  grating.  Repeating.  Pound.  Repeat. 
Pound.  Silver  arm  calm  as  the  electronic  fury 
impulses  it  beats  from.  Impulses  in  the  back  of  eye 
socket  again.  Affecting  as  it  clears  in  vision,  the 
I surrounding  now  feels  the  environs  of  a sterile 
room.  Fragile.  Machine  room.  Breakable  moving 
^ parts.  Yellow  hazards.  The  movement  in  focus 
) foreground,  the  back  wall  depth  made  out.  Ridges 
I in  normal  concrete  wall.  Pole. 

Repeat.  Arm  pushes  down.  Electric  shifting. 
^ Pound  repeat  pound. 

The  buttons  now  come  into  recognizance. 
Greens.  Reds.  Letters.  Illegible  choices.  Words. 
Two  red.  Set  of  five  blue  keypad.  Upper  and 


downer  hue  variety.  Amphetamine  colors  in  each 
square  inch  igniter.  Igniting  the  electric  impulses. 
The  arm  connects  to  buttons.  Buttons  to  source. 
Levers  inside  obscured  by  slate  color  encasement 
connecting  to  the  level. 

Arm  down.  Pound.  Repeat.  Pound.  Image 
connects  to  sound  in  sure  percentages.  Feeling 
remains  under  lock.  Machines  grow  fear  as  they 
impose  an  ominous  aesthetic  over  nature.  Black. 
Silver.  Oil.  Dirt.  Pollution.  Silver  screws  visible 
in  each  corner  of  electric  box.  Energy.  It  pounds. 
Repeats.  Sound  a perfect  match  to  strong  visual. 
Shift  left  on  belt  in  line  of  large  machine.  Fear. 
No  control  of  extremities.  It  is  stagnant. 

A vibration  underneath  with  each  shift.  Two 
paces  left.  Pause.  Two  paces  left.  Pause.  Arm 
grows  with  the  shift.  Pound.  Thicker  low  accept- 
ing. Submissive.  Abuse  of  pounding.  Repeat. 
Call  upon  pain.  Nothing.  Encompassing  as  cradle 
would.  Beat.  Repeat.  Pound.  Two  paces.  Repeat. 

Surrounding  anticipation  and  slim  gift  warmth 
of  enveloping  metal  grip.  Polar  acceptances  of  rep- 
etition as  message  of  coming  electric  impulse.  Arm 
threads  down.  Metal.  Pound.  A gulf  forms. 
Liquid  tastes  the  throbbing  collapse.  Electronic 
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purr  isolated  and  in  completeness.  The  repeat. 
The  pound.  Immediate  as  was  distant  before.  Now 
tilled.  Numb  and  still  submission  to  failure.  A 
buckle  in  the  process.  Complete. 

Two  paces  left.  Pause.  Repeat.  Pause.  Pound. 
Repeat.  Threatening  barm  and  pleasure  but 
denied  any  grip  value.  No  definition.  No  purpose 
but  pace  and  pounding.  Filing  into  a blank  space. 
Rectangular  room.  Awkward  air  of  sterile  normal- 
cy. No  climax.  Twitching  goes  unscathed  in  the 
process.  Unnoticed. 

Ocean.  Still  and  in  movement  forever.  Frozen 
and  born  infinite  times  over.  Stagnant  at  each 
pace  and  individual.  Never  more  than  singular. 
Ordinary  or  defying  normal  reality.  No  truth  hut 
coded  paces  left.  Pound.  Repeat.  Two.  Pause. 
The  pulse  remains  steady.  Blank.  Never  in  time, 
always  a language  of  mechanics,  or  affliction. 

Pause.  Repeat.  Perfect  1 5 secmrds.  Repeated 
as  infinite  end  to  sound  wave.  Numbness  without 
a feeling  to  put  upon.  Tickling  on  the  surface 
as  in  memory. 

Pound.  The  chorus  sings  sick  in  bouncing  from 
box  to  arm  to  belt  to  wave  to  wall  to  all  and  the 
infinite  for  tailing  three  seconds.  Time  spent  in 
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constant  impulse  receiving.  Mapping.  The  sec- 
onds read  longer  than  their  lifespan.  Hissing 
among  electricity  as  shifting  close. 

Pound.  Louder.  Repeat.  Perfect  coded  shift. 
Two  paces  left.  Pause.  Repeat.  Immediate. 
Absence  of  comfort  in  strange  pulsing.  The  pulse 
of  random  beats  broken  into  sequential  pounding. 
Stamping.  Clear  optics.  Arm  stamps  down. 
Pounding  now  louder.  Thicker  as  evolving  pat- 
terns. Machine  and  it’s  likeness  stamped  all  min- 
utes of  life. 

Machine  thought.  Machine  made.  Machine 
bought.  Machine  makes. 

Patterns  gain  in  two  inch  increments  to  glossy 
text  scribbles.  Steering  back  and  forth  the  imme- 
diate thoughts  are  in  texture.  Lines  and  coding. 
Impulse.  Pulses.  Fear  line  steady.  Pulses  of  aware- 
ness go  loud/soft,  quick  and  sporadic.  Line  on  top 
of  line.  All  the  same  it  moves. 

Two  paces  left.  Pause.  Two  paces.  Two. 
Repeat.  As  far  as  memory  the  line  moves  belt 
encoding.  Two.  Pause.  Repeat.  Pound.  Roar 
crescendos  simultaneous  chaos  and  calm. 
Inorganic  hum. 
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j Untitled 

I Rhianna  Hatfield 

1 cannot  let  my  face  relax 
we  are  spinning 
I surrounded  by  plastic 
and  simulated  wood  finish 
if  only  1 could  catch  something 
grab  hold 
slow  the  turning 
like  a child 

stopping  a merry-go-round 
with  his  hand 

I you  and  1 sit 

in  the  middle  of  a cyclone 
arms  and  legs 

wrapped  anuind  each  other 
waiting  for  the 
ground  to  he  still  enough 
to  stand  on 


Canto  de  mi  Cama 

Sarah  Alarabi 

You  are  the  soft  shoulder,  on  which  I rest  my  head 
upon, 

You  are  the  smooth  landscape,  on  which  my  soul 
can  lay. 

But  like  the  relationship  of  a sailor  and  his  ocean, 
Our’s  varies  like  night  and  day. 

Oh  the  times  when  1 need  you. 

You  are  harely  there. 

It  1 try  to  siphon  care  from  you. 

You  turn  me  aside  and  tussle  my  hair. 

Oh  the  times  when  1 am  at  ease. 

You  call  me  to  your  valley  of  clouds, 

1 lay  my  head  upon  you. 

And  you  work  ingeniously  to  please. 

1 love  you  so  much. 

For  you  are  always  in  my  head. 

And  to  you  1 will  always  return. 

You  are  my  love,  for  you  are  my  bed. 
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It  is  by  his  grace 
that  I do  these  things 

Todd  Eppert 


It  is  hy  His  grace  chat  I do  these  things. 

I,  just  me,  hy  myself,  am  capable  of  nothing. 

I walk,  talk,  hear,  and  feel. 

It  is  hy  His  grace  that  1 do  these  things. 

Throughout  the  day  1 am  gifted  with  sight. 
Which  Cometh  down  from  the  Father  of  Lights, 
Witnessing  the  power  of  His  hands. 

It  is  by  His  grace  that  I do  these  things. 

In  a broken  world  that  is  full  of  sin, 

I often  see  the  sadness  within. 

Having  compassion,  1 now  lend  my  hands. 

It  is  hy  His  grace  that  1 do  these  things. 
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Then,  in  seeing  what  1 have  done. 

It  is  easy  to  think  how  good  I am. 

But  hy  His  love.  He  reminds  me  again. 

It  is  hy  His  grace  that  I do  these  things. 

How  foolish  can  1 he  to  forget. 

From  the  path  that  my  Lord  saved  me  from, 
A man  with  secret  sins  unknown. 

It  is  hy  His  grace  that  1 do  these  things. 

1 praise  thee  O’  Lord  for  every  breath. 

And  for  saving  me  from  eternal  death. 

With  the  blood  you  shed  on  Calvary, 

It  is  by  Your  grace  that  I do  these  things. 


I Stories  from  the  Lake 

j Crystal  Moore 

“You  know  Carol,  1 love  the  grandkids  hut  it’s  nice 
when  they’re  gone.”  Jim  says  popping  a purple 
grape  into  his  mouth.  “Yes  they  are  very  tiring,  hut 
1 miss  them,  it  seems  like  we  never  have  enough 
time  with  them.  Patty  is  six  and  Brendan  just 
turned  twelve,  before  we  know  it  Brendan  will  he 
in  college  and  Patty  will  he  driving.  They  just  grow 
so  fast.”  “1  thought  our  kids  grew  fast,  Patty  and 
Brendan  change  everytime  we  see  them. ..Carol, 
these  sandwiches  are  delicious;  I’ve  eaten  your 
sandwiches  for  the  last  53  years  and  not  one  of 
them  have  tasted  like  this.  What  did  you  do  dif- 
ferent?” “Well  1 added  ranch  dressing  instead  of 
mayonnaise  to  the  tuna  salad;  1 thought  it  was 
about  time  for  a change.  Did  you  try  the  deviled 
eggs,  1 also  mixed  ranch  into  those  too.”  “Mmmm, 
these  sure  are  good  honey,  we  need  to  come  out  to 
the  lake  more  often.”  “Yes  1 agree,  it’s  a beautiful 
day,  I’ve  never  seen  the  sky  look  so  clear  and 
blue;  it’s  spotless  almost.”  Carol  observes  a young 
couple  walking  across  the  field  to  sit  by  the  lake; 


the  young  girl  tugging  on  the  hand  of  the 
unwilling  young  man. 

• • • 

“Come  on  Scott,  no  one’s  gonna  see  us.” 
Samantha  said  pulling  on  her  boyfriend’s  arm. 
“Wanna  bet,  there’s  an  old  couple  sitting  at  the  top 
of  that  hill,  and  1 think  the  old  lady  is  giving  us  the 
evil  eye.”  “Oh  don’t  be  silly,”  Sam  says  as  she 
stripped  off  her  T-shirt  to  reveal  her  new  navy  blue 
bikini  top,  “she’s  probably  wishing  she  were  young 
again  and  with  such  a hot  stud  like  yourself,  now- 
come  on  and  strip.”  “Samantha  no,  1 am  not  going 
skinny  dipping  in  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  w'ith 
all  these  people  around,  we  could  get  arrested.” 
“What  people?  The  one  other  person  around  is 
that  girl  sitting  under  the  tree  reading.  She  seems 
to  engrossed  in  her  book  to  even  notice  us.” 

• • • 

“Okay...l  have  to  get  this  done,  1 must  concen- 
trate...but  God  this  book  is  boring,  1 never  should 
have  gone  back  to  school,  1 can’t  read  this.”  Jessi 
shuts  her  book  and  looks  out  across  the  lake.  “Not 
too  many  people  around,  which  is  good,  1 hate 
coming  here  when  it’s  crowded,  1 can’t  think,  like 
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1 can  now  hut  still.  Hmmm,  I wonder  what  they’re 
doing  down  there,  she  seems  eager  to  swim  hut  he’s 
just  standing  there.  Wish  I had  a boyfriend,  then  I 
wouldn’t  have  to  study.  I’d  have  no  time;  I’d  spend 
my  afternoons  like  they  are,  enjoying  life  and  each 
other.  Oh  well  hack  to  my  hook.” 

• • • 

“Hey  wait  up,  1 can’t  pedal  as  fast  as  you  can.”  Billy 
whined  as  his  friend  Trish  gets  ahead  of  him.  “I 
can’t  help  it  if  you’re  smaller  than  me.  You  need  to 
grow,  you’re  small  for  a hoy.”  “Am  not,  my  mom 
says  I’ll  he  as  tall  as  my  dad  when  1 grow  up  and  he’s 
over  six  feet,  so  there.  One  day  I’ll  he  taller  than 
you,  and  I’ll  he  half  way  done  with  this  trail  while 
you’ll  he  stuck  at  the  heginning.”  “Yeah  right, 
you’ll  never  catch  up  to  me,  see  1 can  pedal  faster 
and  I’m  still  not  out  of  hreath  like  you.” 
“Whatever,  you’re  just  a girl,  and  you  don’t  know 
anything.”  “Billy,  you’re  such  a haby.”  “Am  not.” 
“Are  so.”  “Am  not,  one  day  I’ll  he  a grown  up  like 
that  guy  right  there  and  I’ll  kick  your  butt.” 

• • • 

“Scott  come  on,  the  water  feels  great.”  “Sam 
please  get  out  and  put  your  bikini  back  on,  1 don’t 


12 


€ 

i 


want  to  get  arrested.”  “Chicken.. .balk  balk  halk.” 
“I  am  not,  I just...I  just  don’t  want  people  looking 
that’s  all.”  “Scott  dear  I hate  to  tell  you  hut  there’s 
nor  much  to  look  at.”  “That’s  not  funny.”  “Oh  I’m 
kidding.  I’m  kidding.”  “How  can  1 he  so  sure.” 
“Well  if  you  come  t>n  in.  I’ll  show  you.”  “Well 
okay.  I’ll  get  in  hut  my  trunks  come  off  in  the 
water.”  “Sounds  good  to  me.” 

• • • 

“Do  you  remember  when  we  were  that  young  Jim, 
how  no  one  else  was  in  the  world  hut  you  and  me.” 
“Yes  I do,  watching  those  kids  swim  brings  it  all 
back.  Boy  were  you  a looker;  long  legs,  small 
waist,  1 fell  in  love  with  you  the  first  time  I saw 
you.”  “That  was  so  long  ago.”  “But  you’re  still  the 
great  beauty  you  once  were.”  “Oh  Jim  stop,  after 
four  kids  and  old  age  I’m  hardly  the  girl  I used  to 
be.”  “But  you’re  my  girl  and  I want  to  kiss  you, 
those  young  ones  down  there  aren’t  the  only 
ones  in  love.” 

• • • 

“The  birds  chirped  beyond  the  brilliantly  colored 
sky,  the  trees  caught  the  breeze  and  blew  it  into” 
Oh  forget  it,  I can’t  concentrate  on  this  stupid 
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book,  I’m  wasting  this  gorgeous  day  reading  when  1 
should  be  skinny  dipping  with  a boyfriend  or  mak- 
ing  out  like  that  old  couple.  God  my  life  is  a bore, 
no  social  life  what  so  ever.  I’m  pathetic  that’s  what 
1 am.  Just  school  and  these  stupid  books  that  make 
no  sense  and  that  I’ll  never  read  again.  I wish  life 
was  as  easy  as  those  little  kids,  they  don’t  know 
how  good  they  have  it.” 

• • • 

“You  know  what  Billy,  when  1 grow  up.  I’m  going 
to  be  just  like  that  girl  over  there  sitting  under  the 
tree;  I bet  she’s  real  smart.  1 can’t  wait  to  go  to  cob 
lege  and  read  all  those  big  books.”  “What  for?  All 
it  is  is  school,  when  you’re  grown  up  like  that,  you 
don’t  have  to  go  to  school;  I won’t,  when  I’m  sev- 
enteen I’m  not  going  to  school  anymore.”  “Why?” 
“Because  by  then  1 can  do  whatever  1 want. ..hey 
slow  down.”  “That’s  stupid,  are  you  going  to  be  a 
bum  for  the  rest  of  your  life?”  “No,  I’m  going  to  be 
a professional  bike  rider.”  “Yeah  right,  there’s  not 
such  thing.”  “Yeah  there  is,  and  I’ll  prove  you 
wrong.  I’ll  be  famous  for  riding  a bike.”  “You  can’t 
ride  the  one  you’re  on  now.”  “Shut  up  Trish,  you 
don’t  know  anything.”  “Geez  Billy,  don’t  get  mad. 
Hey  1 see  a rock  pile  up  there,  let’s  go  up  there  and 
thri5w  rocks  into  the  water.”  “Okay.” 
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